Daisy's and Donald's New Adventure 
Posted originally on the Archive of Our Own at http://archiveofourown.org/works/31960165. 


Rating: General Audiences 


Archive Warning: No Archive Warnings Apply 
Category: F/M, Gen 


Fandom: DuckTales (Cartoon 2017) 

Relationship: Daisy Duck/Donald Duck (Disney), May Duck & June Duck (Disney), 
Donald Duck & June Duck & May Duck (Disney) Daisy Duck & June 
Duck & May Duck (Disney), Donald Duck & Della Duck, Donald Duck & 
Huey Duck & Dewey Duck & Louie Duck 

Character: Donald Duck (Disney), Daisy Duck, May Duck (Disney), June Duck 
(Disney), Della Duck (Disney), Duckworth (Disney), Huey Duck 
(Disney), Dewey Duck, Louie Duck, other kids present Other Character 
Mentioned 

Additional Tags: Post-Episode: s03e22-24 The Last Adventure! (Disney: DuckTales 
2017), Family Feels, Family Fluff, Emotional Hurt/Comfort, Donald and 
Daisy being in love, Parent Donald Duck (Disney), Donald Duck 
Appreciation, Apologies, May and June need therapy, And love and 
support, supportive della duck, Donald Duck is the Parent of Duck 
Triplets | Donald Duck's Nephews (Disney), Light Angst, sleepover 
shenanigans, chapter 3 is just glorified notes 

Series: Part 1 of More Ducktales Adventures 

Collections: Must read Ducktales fics. 

Stats: Published: 2021-06-15 Completed: 2021-08-14 Chapters: 3/3 Words: 
11559 





Daisy's and Donald's New Adventure 


by The_River_Girl 


Summary 


What do you do when your boyfriend calls you and tells you he wants to adopt two girls? 


Daisy and Donald talk and decide to adopt May and June. Also, Della is in the background 
keeping Storkules from ruining the moment. 
Cue a lot of feels. 


Notes 


See the end of the work for notes 


Chapter 1 


Her boyfriend being a part of the team that infiltrated a base of a secret evil organisation twice in 
less than 48 hours was far from being on Daisy’s list of favourites. She was in on the totally 
normal birthday plan and was told what happened during that first attempt, or rather, she knew the 
basics but enough to know that things didn’t go according to the plan. 


So when Donald called her, telling her things have gone completely awry and that Huey and 
Webby were missing, asking her to get to the manor where she would be under Duckworth’s 
protection in case F.O.W.L. decided to come for her because of her connection to the McDucks, 
apologized profusely for putting her in danger by association and finally promising to tell her 
everything once they were back, she wasn’t surprised per se. 


However, she was worried and scared like never before 


Duckworth filled her in once she got to the manor and while the new information clarified things, it 
didn’t make her worry less. If anything, it made her even more worried. She almost wished 
F.OW.L. agents would attack the Killmotor Hill because a fight side by side with the butler would 
serve as a distraction from her worries. But nobody came and she was growing more frantic by the 
minute. 


Finally, Donald called, and she was in such a daze she barely registered what he said. Only after he 
hung up- due to a freak accident involving Launchpad and the plane hatch-did, she realized what he 
proposed. She knew about the two clones they found, and it didn’t take a genius to connect the 
dots. 


A part of her knew she should probably be mad at Donald for proposing what was essentially child 
adoption so of-handily, especially when she was already in emotional turmoil. But the bigger part 
knew that, were things reversed, she would probably do the same thing. 


However, when the plane landed, they didn’t get a chance to talk. Somehow more people than 
those who were on the plane appeared on the manor grounds and between all the reunions she only 
got to hug Donald for a moment before they were interrupted by Storkules and Donald’s two 
musician friends. 


She didn’t even get the chance to meet the two girls. She noticed the yellow and cyan-clad 
ducklings in the crowd, both giving her and Donald an occasional nervous glance but the two 
mostly stuck to Webby and the rest of the kids. 


Finally, the couple managed to catch a moment for themselves. She had Della to thank for it for it, 
as the pilot lead Donald’s friends towards the kitchen, giving the couple a knowing look. 


They moved to the top of the foyer staircase landing, hand in hand but neither spoke, both trying to 
find the right words. Daisy perched on the fence and Donal leaned on it, nervously wringing his 
hat in his hands. She knew what was on his mind. 


“So, the two little stowaways?” she raised her eyebrow at him, finally breaking the silence. 


“T m sorry I dropped that on you just like that! It probably sounds insane, J probably sounded 
insane! It was inconsiderable for me to suggest it over the phone! Who does that?! You already 
have so much on your plate and you’re dealing with the weirdness that is my life and being a part 
of my family! ’'m... ’'m sorry. You deserve better than your boyfriend calling you like Hey, there 


are some kids here! Wanna take them in! But they were there and...” he was rambling to a point 
even Daisy could barely understand him. 


She looked at her boyfriend with a fond smile, “Donald, it’s fine...” 


“No, no it shouldn’t be, I dropped that suggestion on you completely out of the blue,” he looked at 
her apologetically, “and you must’ve already been worried out of your mind and-“ 


“Donald,” her tone was gentle but firm, “it’s fine. Ok, you’re right, you probably should’ ve been a 
bit more tactful; you know not to drop the idea over the phone,” she said, and Donald averted his 
gaze, abashed, “but I know why you did it. You can’t look at someone in need and not help, 
especially when children are in question. That’s one of the many things I love about you.” 


Donald snapped his head towards her, stunned, waiting for the other shoe to drop, “You really 
aren’t upset?” he asked when it started to become clear Daisy wasn’t going to explode on him like 
he assumed she justifiably would, “Because I understand if you are. You have every right to be 
and,” he swallowed, “if you want out...” 


“Donald Duck!” she slipped of the fence, her eyes never leaving his. Her gaze burned with the 
same intensity that he started to fall in love with the moment they met, “listen to me. I’m not upset. 
I don’t want out. Of course, I don’t want out! I know people will tell me I’m crazy and maybe I 
am, but I don’t care! One of the first things I learned about you is how much you care for your 
kids. I very quickly fell in love with that,” she cupped his face gently and Donald could only stare 
at her, completely in awe, “And, sure, I expected children to come a bit later into the relationship, 
but I always wanted kids. You know that! Even before we planned our trip around the world, I 
knew I wanted them with you one day.” 


“Are you saying you’re in?” Donald asked in hopeful disbelief, “Even though I put you in a 
situation that is completely removed from normal?” 


“Who cares about normal!? I never expected things with us to be normal and I love that about us! I 
knew that when I started dating you! And today when I saw those two girls,” she said 
remembering how her heart melted at the sight of the two, how she wondered about the fate of the 
two young girls back when they were only known as the two clones discovered in the F.O.W.L. 
base, “There is something about them, I know that this is the right choice! If you weren’t the first 
to do so I would probably be the one with sudden adoption plans now! So, yes, call me crazy, but 
I’m in!” she beamed, her face flushed with happiness. 


Donald looked at her for a moment, bewildered, then a wide grin spread on his face, “Oh boy, oh 
boy, oh boy,” he lifted her and spun her around as she laughed, planting a soft kiss on her lips, “you 
are the best girlfriend in the world,” he said putting her down. 


“Aw you, flatterer,” she said playfully, “You’re not so bad yourself,” she kissed him on the cheek, 
as he was wiping away tears of joy. 


“Our adventure is changing course before it even started, huh?” she said, her tone turning serious, 
but she was still radiating joy “I do believe that if we’re starting a family we should postpone the 
trip, at least for a while. I know you’ ve been looking forward to it, though.” 


“Don’t worry, I agree. Part of me still want to sail away, I admit,” he said wistfully, “but not at cost 
of your comfort,” he looked at her earnestly, “never at the cost of your comfort! Or the girls’. Us 
moving in together is one thing, but- wait, you are still moving in, right?” 


Daisy stared at him blankly, “Don, how is that even a question? I just told you I wanted to adopt 


them the moment I saw them! Do you think I’m planning on raising two children with you from 
my old apartment on the other side of the city?” she teased, “Of course I’m moving in with you, 
silly!” she gave him a chaste kiss on the lips, “I just don’t think it’s high seas adventure time yet, 
because the girls will need their space, and, no offense to your boat, I love it, but it is a tad 
cramped!” 


“None taken, you’re reading my mind perfectly,” Donald said, “I know from experience what it 
looks like to have a few pre-teens on a boat! And doing the same, in a completely new family 
situation and then sailing off to the open sea sounds like an absolutely terrible idea, even under 
normal circumstances!” 


“Additional benefit of staying here is the support network we will have,” Daisy said, “I know you 
have experience and you did a wonderful job with the boys, you’re still doing a wonderful job, but 
I’m completely new to this.” 


“Trust me, I’m glad for the support system too,” Donald said, “boy, when Della learns we’ ll be 
staying here mostly for the sake of the girls, they will immediately become her second favourite 
family members!” he chuckled. 


“Oh yes, your sister will most certainly be pleased to hear the news,” Daisy said, “How did the 
girls react when you told the idea to them?” 


Donald scratched the back of his neck, suddenly feeling awkward, “On the plane, they seemed 
receptive enough...” 


Daisy pinched her forehead, “Donald, please don’t tell me you haven’t even mentioned it to them 
after you all fell out of the plane!” 


“And when was I supposed to do that?” he asked, “When we got back on the plane, I wanted to 
check if everyone was ok,” he explained and Daisy had to smile because of course, he did, he was 
her Donald, “by the time I was done with that, we were already landing. And then afterward well, 
you were here! I barely got to talk to you before Storkules butted in, let alone anyone else! Oh no,” 
he blanched “I left them to just ponder about it, without any proper explanation! Who knows what 
they are thinking now!” he looked at her, his eyes wide. 


Daisy cupped his face with both hands calmly, “Nothing that can’t be fixed,” she said. “So, what 
are we waiting for, are you going to introduce us properly?” she asked him. 


“Yes, let’s go,” he took her hand and they went looking for their kids. 


May sat on the edge of the pool, June curled up to her side. Her sister played with the braided 
bracelet Lena and Violet gave to them on the plane, apparently some type of friendship ritual. 


Her mind was in a jumble. Finding the truth about themselves, losing their mum ereater, Black 
Heron. She didn’t even know what to think about that. She didn’t know what she fe/t about that, or 
what she was supposed to feel. 


And then helping Webby out and deciding to join the McDuck’s allies and fighting Bradford and 
apparently being accepted as one of them. How was she supposed to feel about that 


And then there was what Donald Duck suggested on the plane. They didn’t really get time to talk 
about it since, right as he suggested it, they fell out of the plane. They managed to board it again, 
thanks to the surprising number of members of their party with flying abilities and, before they 


managed to get to Donald and talk to him one on one, they were back in Duckburg. 


It was probably just a spur-of-the-moment suggestion, right? He wasn’t serious about it, he 
couldn’t be. Why would anyone want the two of them around? Especially him, he almost died due 
to their actions! She didn’t dare approach to him about it, especially while he was surrounded by 
his friends, and neither did June, so they stuck with the kids, following Webby and the rest to the 
living room. 


At first it seemed like June was getting along with everyone better, but once May got overwhelmed 
and excused herself to get some air, her sister followed suit and joined her. They haven’t spoken a 
word, June simply curled up next to her and softly cried. May, fighting her own tears, would 
occasionally glance over her shoulder, hoping no adults would come. 


She wasn’t sure she could handle being berated and the family of strong adventurers would most 
certainly not be fine with them crying like babies any more than Heron and Bradford were. She 
could hear her-munrs-Heron’s voice telling her to suck it up and stop being annoying. 


And of course, that’s the moment she heard steps approaching. Two ducks, one barefoot, one in 
heels, she analysed. They still had a few moments, 


“June,” she shook her sister, “June stop crying they’re going to see!” 


June sat up straight. She tried to compose herself, but failed, let out a small hiccup, and then buried 
her face back into May’s sweater. 


“June!” 


The steps have gotten closer, and before she managed to do anything, two figures stood next to 
them. She steeled herself for the lecture that was probably coming, ready to defend her sister. But 
nothing like that came. 


“Hey, girls,” she recognized the weird voice of Donald Duck, “may we sit?” 


She turned around. He was standing there, hand in hand with a female duck she recognized as his 
girlfriend. Neither looked angry, in fact, both were smiling, but she didn’t dare relax. 


May wasn’t entirely sure if she wanted them there, but felt like she had no other choice, so she 
nodded, “Sure,” she forced herself to say. 


The two older ducks sat, on each side of the sisters. Donald sat on her right so that June was 
between them and the lady sat on her left. 


“Hi, I don’t think we formally met,” the lady stated the obvious, “I’m Daisy.” She held her hand 
out to May. 


“Tm May,” the duckling said, shaking her hand, “and this is June,” she looked at her sister who 
only buried her face deeper into her chest. 


“You know what we’re here to talk you about?” Donald framed it like a question, although his tone 
made it young like a stated fact. 


“Yes,” she said, keeping her voice level and emotionless, “about what you said on the plane.” 


“That’s right,” Donald sounded hesitant. Why were they all so nice? 


“You don’t have to let us down easy,” May said, her voice turning abrasive, she kept her gaze 
straight, not looking at either Donald or Daisy “I know you didn’t mean it so just say it!” she felt 
June flinch under her arm. She would apologize later. 


“What?” came a joined response from the two adults, both sounded shocked. 


“We’re not stupid, we know you don’t want us around so just,” her voice broke and she had to fight 
the tears, “just say it!” 


“No, no, that’s not,” Donald sounded appalled. Great, she managed to insult him, “that’s not why 
we’re here. I would never suggest something like that without meaning it,” he said, and May dared 
look at him, scrutinizing his face. He didn’t look angry or offended. He was smiling, a worried 
crease between his eyebrows, “I’m sorry I dropped that on you like that and then left you to ponder 
about it without addressing it properly when we got here,” he said, which confounded May to no 
end. Why was he apologizing to them? 


“We talked about it, and I’m on board with the idea,” Daisy said on her left and May turned to her. 
Just like Donald, she was smiling softly, not a hint of lies of insincerity on her face, “and we 
wanted to ask you two if you were you in?” 


“No, it-it doesn’t make sense...” May’s voice wandered off, “we, broke into your home, you 
shouldn’t want us here!“ 


Before either Daisy or Donald could answer, June pushed herself up from under May’s arm and 
looked between them, her face tear-stained “I’m sorry,” she whispered, as the two adults turned to 
her, small frowns on their faces “For everything, breaking in, stealing...and I’m sorry for crying, 
I'll get better at it!” she said, so quietly she was almost herder to understand than Donald. 


“Apology accepted,” Donald said without hesitation, keeping his voice slow and steady so it was 
easier to understand, “for everything, as you put it. And I know I speak for everyone in there as 
well,” he said, gesturing towards the house. “But you never have to apologize for crying or feel 
bad about it.” 


June looked at him, surprised, while May still looked suspicious. 
“But mum, I, I mean Heron, said that...” June couldn’t finish, a sob cutting off her words. 


“I can only imagine what she said,” Donald said compassionately, “‘and...I’m sure she believed she 
was doing the right thing. But we don’t do things that way here. You are allowed to feel your 
feelings,” he gently put his hand on her shoulder, “and you are allowed to let them out.” 


“And that’s how things will always be if you decide to stay here,” Daisy filled in. If she was in 
love with Donald before, she was head over heels for him at that moment. She already knew he 
was a great parent; she saw how he interacted with the boys and Webby and their friends. But there 
was something special in the way he spoke to the girls, his voice filled with pure compassion and 
not even sounding accusatory towards Heron, knowing that might make the girls feel worse. 


“You are serious about all this...” May said in disbelief, her eyes softening, on the verge of tears, 
“Just like Webby. But, but....why?” 


“Because you deserve a good home,” Donald said, “and the two of us hope we can provide it,” 
“Even if we...did bad things?” June asked. 


“We’re evil clones, remember,” May rebuffed. “Agent 22 said so!” 


“Forget about what Beakley said, I'll talk to her,” Donald said, almost angrily, but his eyes 
remained kind, “You are not evil, I don’t think anyone is born, or created evil. You two were 
misled, given no choice. I know you were just looking for answers about yourselves, for a place to 
belong. But in the end, you helped us out, you were there by my side in the end.” He remembered 
how surprised he was to see the two girls helping him protect Scrooge against Bradford “That act 
must’ ve taken immense bravery!” 


“We know you don’t know us well, you just met me five minutes ago,” Daisy said, “but we hope 
we could give us that place, whatever you wish that to be!” 


“Would we be living there?” June asked curiously looking at the boat in the pool. “On the plane 
you mentioned travelling.” 


“If you'd like,” Donald said, “But Daisy and I decided to stay here for a while, until we all get used 
to each other.” 


“You don’t have to coddle us,” May said, the sharp note returning to her voice, “we can adjust 
fine!” 


“Hey,” Daisy said gently, “It’s not about coddling you. Although every child deserves a bit of 
coddling.” And after what you two have been through, you especially do, she thought but didn’t say 
out loud, “We will all need some time to get used to the new situation and each other. And any of 
us might end up needing a bit of our own space or some alone time. And I love Donald’s boat but 
there isn’t much space there or anywhere to go once you’re out at the sea. But if you girls want to 
go, we can pack up as soon as possible.” 


“If we stay here, we can hang out with Webby and the others?” June asked shyly. “We could hang 
out at the manor?” 


“Of course, you can do whatever you like!” Donald said. 
“That sounds amazing, doesn’t it May?” June turned to her sister. 
“Tt..it does sound nice,” May admitted, relaxing slightly. 


“Ok, so, let’s make it half-official,’’ Donald said, his voice still warm but his demeanour much 
more serious now, “May, June, would you like to live with me and Daisy?” 


“Yes,” May said, smiling at them for the first time, and June nodded. 


“Yes,” she said, tears pooling in her eyes, “Does this mean you will be our,” her eyes darted 
between Donald, Daisy, and some unspecified point on the floor, her tone hesitant, “our parents 
now?” 


May stiffened next to her. That was an unusually blunt question for her sister. She kept her gaze 
straight, afraid to look at either of the adults. You are just my experiments, Heron’s voice rang in 
her head. 


“Well,” Daisy started, she expected there might be a question like that, “yes, at least legally 
speaking.” She said, carefully choosing her words. 


“You would be out kids then,” Donald continued, and suddenly May felt much lighter. Not 
experiments, kids, “However, how you choose to view us is fully up to you.” 


“And what should we call you?” June asked. 


“Yeah, I’m not sure I can call you, you know. Not right away that’s for sure,” May said, surprising 
even herself by her openness. 


“Whenever you are ready, and if it’s never that’s fine too,” Donald said, “as Daisy said, legally, 
we will be your parents, but you can refer to us in any way you are comfortable will.” 


“T only have one request,” Daisy said in a half-serious tone, “Please, don’t pick up nicknames from 
his cousin Gladstone. One person calling me D-lady is already too much!” 


This got a chuckle from both girls and an eye-roll from Donald. 
“I think Pl stick to your names,” May said. “Daisy and Donald.” 
“T think so too.” June agreed. “Can we hug you?” 


Daisy’s heart melted all over again, “Of cour-“ before she could even finish, she was cut off by a 
tight hug from June, who then released her and went to hug Donald, practically tackling him to the 
ground. 


Daisy put her hand on May’s shoulder, who was a bit startled but turned around and, after a 
moment of hesitation, wrapped her arms around her, “Thank you,” she said to Daisy as June and 
Donald joined them for the group hug. 


“There is nothing to thank for us, dears,” Daisy said, gently caressing May’s hair. 


“Now come along,” Donald gestured towards the house, “Dinner is probably ready, and I want to 
get to Duckworth’s famous roast before Storkules gorges everything up!” 


“Oh it’s too late for that,” Della suddenly approached from the door, startling all four of them, 
“Sorry, I was just coming out to call you to dinner, but then I decided to give you a moment, 
seemed more important than the roast,” she smiled warmly at them, “also I stood guard, you know, 
keeping the guys from barging in on you.” 


“In that case, I’m glad Storkules had the roast do distract him,” Daisy said, but there was no ire to 
her voice. She eventually warmed up to Donald’s friend but, while Jose and Panchito were 
generally aware of what boundaries are-today was an exception, Storkules could be a tad intrusive. 


“Please tell me there is something else to eat?” Donald asked, “I’m so hungry Z could eat a whole 
roast! 


Della laughed, “Well, Louie and Webby managed to convince uncle Scrooge to order in from 
Hamburger Hippo! And he didn’t even have any coupons!” 


May and June exchanged a look between themselves and then looked between the three adults, 
“Um, could we go inside and eat, please?” June finally asked none of them in particular. 


“Of course, you don’t have to ask!” Donald answered. 
The two were hesitant for a moment. 
“Go on,” Della said to them, a friendly smile on her face, “Webby saved you both a spot!” 


The two finally rushed inside, May stopping at the door for a second, casting one last glance to 
Donald and Daisy but then her sister pulled her along. 


“Thank you for earlier,” Daisy said, to Della “I like the guys but they can be a bit much.” 


Della waved it off, “Nah, don’t mention it. Plus, I owed you for earlier, I may have...overacted 
when I learned you were going on a trip,” she said, “So, you’ re taking the girls in, huh?” she asked 
them, her eyes shining with approval. 


“Yes,” Daisy said, sounding a bit overwhelmed, “I think it’s only hitting me right now. I hope we 
do right by them. It won’t be easy for any of us, they’ve been through so much” 


Della pulled her into a side hug, “You’ll do great. My kids like you and that’s a good sign. Plus 
you the best mand for the job with you right there, trust me,” she looked at Donald, “best parent in 
the world, I can tell you that!” her voice was filled with admiration and gratitude and she smiled at 
Donald who smiled back. 


“I know,” Daisy said, “I wouldn’t be starting a family with him if I didn’t think so too.” 


“Tt’s still going to be a heck of a ride,” Donald said, “after the way F.O.W.L. treated them, they 
deserve love and support. And we’ll need at the help we can get.” 


“I would say [ll be there for you, and I will, just...from afar.” Della looked at the two genuinely 
happy for them, “Listen just, make sure to call often while you sail the world, ok? Or I'll just fly 
over wherever you are!” 


“About that,” Daisy said, “we’re not going on the trip, not yet.” 
“WHAT?” Della’s eyes grew wide and she stared at Daisy in disbelief. “Listen if you’re teasing...” 


“We’re not,” Donald said, “we decided to stay for a while. As I said, we’ll need help, something 
we might not have out there, and so much has happened, and also we don’t want to overwhelm the 
girls by cramming them on the-oof!” he was pulled in Dell’s bone-crushing hug. 


“Oh my, I’m,” Della’s eyes were filled with tears of joy, as she pulled Daisy back into a hug as 
well, “Listen to me you two, I’m sorry I gave you hard time before, and I was genuinely happy if 
you were happy, but I won’t lie Iam glad you are staying for a while longer,” she released them, 
Donald was rubbing his ribs and Daisy wondered how was it possible that Della almost gave 
tighter hugs then Storkules, “I missed you so much and I don’t want to part yet,” she said to her 
brother, “and I want to meet my future sister-in-law better. And now my nieces. I call dibs on being 
the cool aunt!” 


“Well, not much competition, since I only have two brothers,” Daisy said, “I do have a female 
cousin though.” 


“Well tough luck, I called dibs,” Della said, “Now let’s get inside before Penny and Webby eat all 
the hamburgers or [Il eat my hat!” 


While the three adults were talking, May and June walked through the kitchen and stopped 
themselves at the dining-room door. They hesitated for a second and then June opened the door 
slightly, peaking into the room. 


Despite the ridiculously long dining table, the room was equipped with, there were still a few more 
added at the end of it, due to the sheer number of people in the room. The smell of food was 
enticing, especially since they haven’t eaten anything the whole day. 


“Here you go girls,” a polite British voice said, and they looked up, seeing that Duckworth the 
ghost butler holding the door for them, “I’m pretty sure Miss Webbygail is expecting you,” 


“Um, thank you, sir,” June said, awkwardly shuffling tough the door, May following close behind. 


“Yes, thank you,” she piped up as the butler floated into the kitchen. Across the room, near the end 
of the table, Webby was excitedly waving at them and pointing to the two empty chairs next to her, 
between herself and Lena and Violet. As they crossed the room, May still expected the rest of the 
people to look at them scornfully but most barely seemed to notice them. The few who did either 
looked intrigued or, in a few cases, gave them small smiles. 


As they sat between Webby and Violet, the triplets, and the red-headed girl from the plane sitting 
on the opposite side of the table, everyone greeted them warmly. Within a minute, the kids were in 
deep discussion over which burger the two should try first, and while the girls felt overwhelmed, 
they also felt happy. Everybody seemed to treat them as part of the group. June was even 
convinced she noticed Agent 22 gave the group of kids a small smile as she passed by. 


As May was about to bite into her hamburger, she noticed Donald, Daisy, and Della walking into 
the dining room. Next to her June, who already tried a burger and decided she didn’t like it much, 
so Dewey brought her a pizza from the other end of the table, waved at them. 


The two girls exchanged a look. They were still scared, they didn’t really know who they were or 
how they would fit in. They still had a lot to learn, but they felt warmth. They thought back to what 
Webby said back at the base, about her family. Our family, she said. And maybe she was right. 


Despite the events of the day, everyone around them was kind and helpful. They seemed to 
understand that they were lost and confused. So the two were hopeful, they would learn and figure 
out who they are, they would find a way to belong in the family . 


Chapter 2 


Chapter Summary 


Donald has to talk about his decision with the triplets and they end up having heart-to- 
heart. 


Chapter Notes 


It wasn't actually my intention for this to come out around father's day but it ended up 
being today. Happy belated father's day to everyone. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


As the night started to fall the manor residents and guests, slowly, one by one, started to feel the 
exhaustion of the day. It was silently agreed upon that majority if not all the guests will spend the 
night at the manor. Which, considering the sheer number of people allied with Scrooge, was a lot. 
All the usual manor residents, plus May and June as new additions, Drake and Gosalyn, the 
entirety of Team Science, Gloria and the Sabrewings, Donald's friends, Storkules and Selene, 
Goldie... 


Even with the kids deciding to have a sleepover, and some people sharing rooms or bunking with 
the usual manor residents, the number of people that would require a place to stay the night meant 
that Duckworth and Mrs. Beakley wordlessly agreed on something. It was a one-time-only deal, 
something that neither of them will ever mention again, a secret they’d carry to their graves. 


They decided not to prepare all the guest rooms properly. 


Instead, they just dumped the bedding and some washing supplies to every guest and let them go 
sleep in whichever room they found fit-although Mrs. Beakley did check around the house, 
marking all the doors that hid portals to mythical dimensions or something of that variety. 


Donald looked around the dining room. Most of the chairs were now vacant, including three chairs 
at the head of the table. Seeing the three vacant chairs made his heart do a weird skip. 


The excitement of the day was replaced by the solemness of the evening. The adventure ended 
happily, with everyone coming back home but it wasn’t over. The family received a huge shock, 
gotten a few new members and long-hidden secrets were revealed. Important conversations and 
discussions would need to happen in the following days and weeks, and the problems, now hidden 
by the feeling of victory would have to be dealt with. 


And he knew what conversation he would have to have first. Or rather third-he did already speak to 
Daisy and May and June. He delayed talking to Huey, Dewey, and Louie log enough. He had to 
find his boys and explain everything. 


Donald stood in front of the boys’ room. He looked like he was going to knock any second, but he 
didn’t. Instead, he just stood, his knuckles an inch from the door, frozen in place. Why was he so 
nervous? Those were his kids inside! 


Well, that was the exact reason for his uneasiness. If there were people in the world whose opinion 
he cared about, it was the three boys inside. 


How was he going to tell them that he is taking more kids in? Not that they didn’t know already. 
Suggesting the idea to May and June while on the plane with everyone else, not necessarily on a 
whim because that would imply he wasn’t serious about it, but definitely suddenly, not giving 
anyone, including himself, the proper time to adjust to it, really wasn’t his best move. How was he 
going to clear things up now? 


This is why I don’t usually like rash decision-making, he thought, I end up being inconsiderable to 
others and can only hope to avoid the mess, or rather wish that other people are tolerant enough 
so that there isn’t a mess. 


And avoid a huge mess he did, for now at least. Daisy took it well enough, and so did May and 
June. But what if Huey, Dewey, and Louie wouldn’t? What if the three of them end up feeling 
betrayed, or hurt? What if they feel like he was replacing them? What if they think something 
along the lines of, Oh, Uncle Donald finally got rid of us, he must be so happy now! 


They wouldn’t be completely unwarranted thinking that, and he felt crushing guilt just imagining 
it. The trio hurt, and betrayed, by none other than him, their uncle Donald. 


Or what if they went in completely opposite direction? What if they didn’t care, if they were 
indifferent or even glad that they finally got rid of him, the uncool, boring uncle Donald. He would 
be May and June’s problem, not theirs! 


The second option was better, of course. Better of him hurting than his boys. 


Whatever was the case, he had to talk to them, and soon. Rip the proverbial band-aid off. Whatever 
they felt, he couldn’t let them fester those feelings. 


A wave of relief washed over him as he realized that, at least, he wouldn’t have to tell them he was 
leaving with a new family for a trip around the world. He realized in that very moment that, even if 
May and June were out of the picture, even if Daisy wasn’t the one to suggest postponing their trip 
and no matter how much he wanted some peace for the two, or rather four of them now, he would 
suggest postponing it because he didn’t want to just leave the boys, especially not after all the 
recent misadventures. That weird feeling he felt seeing the empty chairs would only grow larger, 
and he couldn’t deal with it. 


This realization allowed him to find the courage he was missing up until a moment ago. 
He knocked, “Kids? Can I come in?” 
“Sure, Uncle Donald,” came a joined response from Louie and Dewey. 


Donald opened the door, walking into the room. All three were in their PJs. Louie was longing on 
his bed, using his phone. Dewey, who somehow still had energy to spare, was performing a dance 
from Feathers, his rolled up sleeping bag serving as a prop. Huey was rummaging trough the 
wardrobe. 


“Ok, so I think I can leave the extra blankets behind...” He said, not noticing Donald walking in. 


“Hue,” Louie said from the bed, glancing over his phone, “we are sleeping over in Webby’s room. 
Literally next door,” it wasn’t, in fact, literally next door, although it was nearby, “Even if we 
needed extra blankets-which we do not-or whatever else, we could just run up here.” 


“T m just trying to be prepared. You know what, I’m taking one extra blanket. No, two. No, three. 
You never know, we might build a blanket fort!” He closed the door of the wardrobe, a pile of 
blankets in one arm and the rolled up sleeping bag in the other. “Oh, hey Uncle Donald!” 


“If you kids are going to a sleepover, we could talk in the morning,” he offered. He didn’t like the 
idea of postponing the important conversation, but he would leave it up to them. He knew they 
probably guessed what he was there to talk about, and, if they were not up to it yet, he would 
respect that. 


“No, we could talk now, it’s fine!” Louie said, sitting up on the bed and putting his phone down. 


“Yeah, we got time,” Dewey said, doing a backflip and landing next to the bed. He plopped down 
on the floor by Louie’s feet, still humming a melody and tapping his foot in the rhythm. 


“The sleepover is not going anywhere,” Huey said, putting the blankets and his sleeping bag next 
to two boxes marked Webby sleepover stuff and then joined Louie on the bottom bunk. 


“Looking forward to it, I assume?” 


“Yeah, this will be the first sleepover with everyone here,” Dewey’s eyes shone with excitement, 
“Lena and Vi, of course, but also Gosalyn, B.O.Y.D and...” he trailed off. “Well, I guess, May and 
June are joining us.” He said as if he wasn’t certain what to do with that fact. 


“What do you think about the two joining?” Donald asked, a bit nervously, “You kids all seemed 
to get along at dinner.” 


Dewey looked between his two brothers who both looked pensive. Typical, he would have to be 
the one to give a somewhat quick answer to avoid making things awkwardly silent for a while. 


“Well,” he tapped his fingers on his knee, trying to find the right words, “I admit it’s a bit weird. 
But having them during dinner really was ok, fun even, and they are actually really nice when they 
are, you know, not trying to imprison us and stuff. So, I don’t mind, although the idea of having a 
dart fight with June, May, and Webby fills me with terror!” he shivered imagining not one, but 
three crazy-skilled girls running after him through the manor hallways. Maybe if he hid all the 
night vision goggles it would even the odds? Or maybe it would just make Webby angry and she 
would run after him more. Wait, weren’t they talking about something else? 


“Tt could make things fairer, actually,” Huey pointed out, snapping Dewey out of his runaway 
thoughts. Oh right, what was probably going to turn into emotional conversation (if Uncle 
Donalds’ hesitation was anything to go by) was going on, “if they are not on the same team.” Huey 
continued, “But sleepover plans aside, I think that they deserve another shot. I mean, they literally 
didn’t know any better, and I don’t use the word literally as flippantly as most people today. They 
are just kids, younger than us, and they will need help adjusting. I mean, being treated as an 
experiment will mess anyone up, and they’ve been there their own lives.” 


Louie yawned, “Man, I think that when we get to Webby’s PII just straight up fall asleep and 
remain unconscious for the next 16 hours. But regarding the girls, yeah what Huey said. I mean, 
look and B.O.Y.D. and Lena, especially Lena. They started out the same and she turned out pretty 
cool.” he thought for a moment, “Ok, can we just acknowledge that every one of our friends, aside 
from Violet and Gos, tried to or planned to kill us at some point?” 


Dewey nodded, “Yeah, and that Scrooge and mum have a similar experience with their friends and 
love interests? Even LP and Drake met while LP was trying to sabotage Drake’s film! Uncle 
Donald if you now tell us that when you first met Panchito and Jose one tried to shoot you and the 
other tried to pummel you with the umbrella...” 


Donald laughed, “No, no, nothing like that! We ended up sitting at the cafeteria one day together, 
talked about music, and eventually started hanging out. Then we formed a band in Panchito’s 
garage” He shrugged, noticing Dewey’s almost disappointed face, “Not the most exciting story, 
there.” 


“No, no, that’s perfect, well, normal. I mean someone must meet people through normal means in 
this family to balance things out! Because, you know, we didn’t even meat Vi and Gos trough 
conventional means.” Dewey said. 


“But you did meet your girlfriend in a completely unorthodox way,” Louie said to Donald “so you 
still count into the has a friend slash love interest they met in a weird way club.” He smirked, 
“Also, you’re welcome for that!” 


“How is Daisy holding up with...this entire...thing?” Dewey asked. 


Huey took a deep breath, noticing that his brother wanted to ask the question. The three of them 
discussed it, briefly, and he got a feeling that both Dewey and Louie had their reservations about 
Donald becoming a dad to May and June. He did as well, but he didn’t want the three of them to 
make Donald feel guilty or something like that. Even if he was terrified of Donald leaving. 


So, before Dewey could inadvertently mess things up, he asked, in a level tone, hoping to sound 
more curious than accusatory, “So you two are going to take May and June in? Like, parents?” 


“Yes, Me and Daisy, we, well, we’d like to give them a home,” Donald’s voice was kind and 
caring, carefully picking the words, “And May and June liked the idea too,” a pang of guilt hit him 
as he noticed Louie’s small frown, although the youngest boy tried to hide it and did it well. 


“So, you spoke to May and June before us?” Louie asked before Donald could continue, trying to 
hide the hurt in his voice, and earning a stern look from Huey. 


The eldest triplet didn’t really think that Louie, being the nonchalant one, would be the one to start 
with the accusations. In fact, Huey believed that neither of them should really have any 
accusations, even if he felt mild unease about everything. But before he managed to find his voice, 
while hiding what he felt, Dewey tried to save the day. He wasn’t great at it though. 


“T'm happy for you!” Dewey said, but his smile wasn’t reaching his eyes. When it came to 
emotional conversations, he was arguably even worse of an actor than Huey. 


“Yeah, splendid!” Huey said, trying to sound excited, “We wish you...the best.” Huey tried, even 
as he was aware that his voice was tight, and he was on the verge of tears. 


Donald looked at them all, and just from the way he tilted his head, even before fully taking in his 
expression, the triplets knew he wasn’t buying it, “Boys, I think there were enough half-truths in 
this family. Whatever is on your mind, you can say it. I know I didn’t have the best approach to, 
uhm, delivering the news.” 


“No, no, it’s fine...” Dewey and Huey tried saying in unison, before looking at each other, weirded 
out as they always were whenever the speaking-in-unison thing happened. But what was worse was 
that both knew they wouldn’t buy the other’s lie. 


“Oh, cut the crap,” Louie said. “even I can’t lie to Uncle Donald and I’m a good liar!” 
“Louie,” Donald warned. 


“I know, I know, language,” Louie looked at Donald. He ran his hand through his hair, letting out a 
frustrated sigh. “Look, I would like to say everything is peachy and stuff,“ he got off the bed and 
approached Donald, “But...I’m just a bit bothered you spoke to them first, that is all,” he said, 
sitting next to Donald in the floor. “I totally get why. ’'m not mad or something. I mean, you are 
adopting them not us and of course, you are going to talk to Daisy and the clo-I mean the girls first. 
Boy, I have to stop calling them clones that are f- messed up,” he shook his head, “It’s just...we 
were always kind of your kids and, I mean, Webby joined and that was fine. And now we have 
mum and uncle Scrooge and others but, you are still you, you know?” he leaned on Donald, “I’m 
sorry, it’s probably stupid...” 


“No, no it isn’t,” Donald pulled him into a side hug, “this is why I wanted to talk to you. To clear 
the air, and I understand if you feel hurt. I should’ ve spoken to you right away, not delay things and 
not drop the life-changing plan on you like it was nothing. I’m sorry,” he squeezed Louie’s arm 
and Louie returned with a small smile. 


“T m kind of scared of what will happen if you leave, “Huey said carefully, wringing his hands, 
still not fully giving up on his put together eldest kid act, “as Louie said, we have other family 
now, but you will always be our Uncle Donald. You were the constant, in a way. Between all the 
insanities, before we met Uncle Scrooge and after, you were always there. I don’t want to lose 
that-“ 


“You are not replacing us, right?” Dewey said, his eyes welling up with tears, unable to stop 
himself from interrupting Huey’s careful deliberations. 


“Dewey!” Huey yelled, but Dewey didn’t care. 


“I-I mean, I know you aren’t, not really,” Dewey sniffled, “But there is this one really stupid voice 
in my head saying that! But I hate that voice because I know it’s wrong because it makes you 
sound mean, like you know, someone who would just yeet the kids away and you’re not, you are 
nice and caring and you took care of us for so long so how can I even think something like that!” 
he was now full-on crying 


Donald’s heart broke at the sight of his middle nephew, “Dewey, it’s ok, come here,” he invited 
him with his arm and Dewey made two steps towards his uncle and brother snuggling on the floor, 
throwing his arms around Donald and hugging tightly and Huey followed suit. 


“We don’t want to lose you, Uncle Donald,” Huey sniffled. 


“Hey, hey, boys, listen to me,” he hugged the trio tightly, “Even if I adopted a hundred kids, you 
are never losing me, understand? You are my kids; you will always be my kids! I’m sorry if I made 
you feel any different even for a moment!” 


“Yeah but now you are going on your trip and we should be happy for you, and we are, we really 
are. But...it’s selfish, I know, but I kind of want you to stay...” Louie said, “No, not kind of. I 
really want you to stay!” 


Donald smiled, his eyes warm and understanding, “Daisy and I are not leaving, at least not yet.” he 
said. 


“What?” the triplets asked at the same time. 


Donald sighed, positioning himself so he can easily look between the triplets, “It was one thing 
when this was supposed to be a final adventure, a closing chapter if you will. We would take down 
F.0.W.L., get our stuff back, and celebrate and then Daisy and I would sail the world,” he said, and 
an almost melancholic note to his voice. His toned turned soberer, “That was until we found 
everything else that was going on. At first, I still thought I would be going on the trip, even went 
shopping with Della, but after everything that has happened, I know I need to stay for a while 
longer.” 


“For May and June, right?” of course Louie read him like an open book, “so they can adjust.” He 
didn’t sound accusatory or hurt. He stated it as a fact, one he was still pondering over. 


“Yes, but even without that, even if there wasn’t a May and a June, or if someone else took them 
in,” he continued looking at the three boys, “I need to be here for a while longer for you three. So, 
even if May, June, and Daisy asked me to leave tomorrow, Id try to convince them to stay for a 
week at least,” he finished earnestly. 


“No, you should, you should have your time to yourself...” Dewey said, “without us being a pain 
in the butt!” 


“What,” Donald sounded appalled, “you are not...who told you that you were a pain in the butt?!” 
his tone made it clear that, whoever it was, would regret it big time. 


“Nobody, we...” Huey trailed off, unable to finish 


“We kind of figured it out ourselves...” Louie stared at his own feet, sounding downcast, “We 
weren’t really the best kids. We made trouble, all the time. “ 


Huey found his words again, but averted his gaze from Donald, “We messed with everything, and 
we could be incredibly unappreciative at times. Even when we knew how hard you worked, or 
how much effort you put we would be ungrateful and complain.” 


“T m sorry I constantly called you the uncool one,” Louie laid his head on Donald’s shoulder, “and 
that I made others out to be the cool family members” 


“And I’m sorry I always acted like I thought mum was cooler or more important,” Dewey looked 
at Donald, apology in his eyes, “I mean, I wasn’t subtle. And if you wanted someone who was 
better...” his voice broke, and he started sobbing into Donald’s shirt. 


“Hey, hey,” Donald said, “Now listen to me,” he looked between them, “I know I can be the boring 
old uncle Donald, that is my job and-“ 


“But we should’ ve been more appreciative of it,” Louie cut him off, “We never should have made 
you feel like you bad about it, and I know we did. We hurt you. I mean, we didn’t mean to we just 
never thought about how stupid we were!” 


“You were there for us when nobody else was and how did we repay you?” Huey said bitterly, “By 
thinking you stayed a month longer on a cruise while you were on a deserted island after just 
crashlanding from the Moon. That is pretty unforgivable!” He was still unable to look Donald in 
the eye, feeling his own eyes stinging with tears. “I mean, I’m sorry, I really am. But, but that 
doesn’t cover-” Huey was cut off by a tight hug from Donald. 


“No, no, hey,” Donald looked at Huey as he pulled the other two closer, “I forgive you ok? Della 
got back I was on the cruise, ok?” 


“No, it wasn’t,” Louie said, trying to pull away, looking Donald in the eyes, his gaze sorrowful, “it 


wasn’t ok. It could never be ok.” 
Donald just held him close. “I’m not angry about it. And if you think I-“ 
“But you should be!” Dewey said, angry tears staining his face, his glare almost challenging. 


“HEY!” Donald said with a warning tone, “enough! I don’t want to see you beating yourselves over 
that, ok? You couldn’t have known! And I could never want someone better ok? Never have I for a 
moment regretted taking you in!” 


“But...if you hadn’t, maybe you could’ ve...” 


Donald looked at the oldest triplet, his face gentle but there was a special type of fire behind his 
eyes, “Huey, I don’t want to hear it. I made a choice, to take you in and raise you. And I know I 
wasn’t perfect; Dewey don’t fight me on that we all know I wasn’t,” he cut the boy off as Dewey 
opened his beak to protest, “I made mistakes of my own. There are things I would’ ve done 
differently, a lot of them. But taking you in, raising you, trying to be the best parent I could be for 
you, that isn’t one of them ok? You are the best thing in my life!” 


“Thank you, Uncle Donald!” Huey said, “You were the best parent we could ever wish for!” 


“But admit it,” Louie said, wiping off tears, but there was already a note of jest in his voice, “We 
are tied with Daisy right now, or we will soon be. You said, no more half-truths!” 


Donald rolled his eyes, but smiled fondly, “Maybe, but you are still on number one spot. Even if I 
have to make that spot a bit larger as the time passes.” 


“June and May don’t know how happy you are to have you as their new dad,” Dewey said, “I just 
hope they realize that sooner than us three!” 


“Well, those two are smart as heck, I mean they managed to trick Webby!” Louie said, “Webby!” 
He raised his arms to emphasize the point, “I’m not sure even Huey can do that, and he is the 
smartest!” 


Huey thought for a moment, “Yeah, nope. They are-“ 


“Ok, now listen to me you three,” Donald said affectionately yet sternly, “I won’t have any more 
self-deprecation here, got it? Raising you three was hard sometimes, yes, and yes sometimes you 
were a bit too mischievous, my three little troublemakers,” He ruffled Dewey and Louie’s hair and 
tilted Huey’s hat playfully, earning an annoyed look from him, “But you are not bad kids, and will 
never be bad kids. And you are not stupid, or mean, or whatever else you said! You are amazing 
kids, smart, kind, understanding, brave. If it weren’t for the three of you, I might still not be talking 
to Uncle Scrooge. And taking care of you made me a better person, ok?” 


The three nodded, tears staining their faces, all three finally accepting Donald’s words. While their 
worries were still not completely soothed, they felt much more at ease. 


“June and May are very lucky to have you now,” Huey smiled warmly. 


“And it'll be cool to have three sort -of sisters now,” Dewey added, “Even if I feel like they are 
taking our place a bit. I mean, J know they aren’t it’s just...that stupid voice again,” he said with a 
sheepish grin. 


Louie nodded, “Oh definitely, and Daisy is pretty cool too, “It’s great you two are taking them in. 
Adopting them. You will be great parents, I’m sure,” Louie said and, even if he felt a pang of 


sadness, he meant it. 


“And the three of us promise to be the best brothers slash cousins slash even I’m not sure how this 
family works anymore so let’s just say sibling-like figures ever! Woodchuck honour!” he saluted. 


“Huey!!!” Dewey squealed, “you trust us enough with your Woodchuck honour!” He hugged him, 
“Awww!” 


“Yeah, thanks, Hue. However, you’re complicating things,” Louie said, “Just say brother figures. 
Oh, man. two sets of triplets...wait!”” Suddenly his eyes lit up with a familiar glow that meant 
Louie just got some kind of scheme up his sleeve. 


Donald looked at his nephew with fond exasperation while Dewey and Huey exchanged a 
somewhat worried glance. 


“Uh-oh,” Dewey said, “Um, Louie what are you-“ 


Louie looked at his brothers, a wide grin, a weird mix of mischievous and good-natured on his 
face, “Get this. Halloween. Two trios of identical triplets! We’re going to be CANDY RICH!” He 
noticed Huey’s worrisome glance and rolled his eyes, “Don’t worry, not never going trick or 
treating again rich, just regular candy rich!” 


Dewey pinched his forehead, “Are you seriously already thinking about how to exploit two new 
family members we just got today!” 


“Technically, it was yesterday,” Louie pointed out, “and I’m just thinking about how to involve the 
two into normal family activities in a way that would benefit everyone the most,” he said with a 
smug smile but his tone was affable. 


“You are incorrigible,” Huey said, “although. ..I have to admit with a good enough costume, it 
should work! They could be Super-poof girls and we could be Mega rangers or something!” 


Dewey dragged his hand over his face, “Hue, don’t encourage him...” 
“If we’re Mega rangers,” Louie said, “You can be the Blue one,” 


“SOLD!” Dewey blurted, “Oh, we could all be Mega rangers and have, like, a choreography or 
something! Like make a cheerleading pyramid! And we’re more than capable of doing a two-and- 
a-half one!” to prove his acrobatic skills, he pulled himself from the hug, climbing on the top bunk, 
balancing on the bedpost for a moment, jumping over onto the wardrobe and then landing on the 
ground gracefully. 

Louie, still leaning on Donald yawned again, “Man, where do you keep all that energy!” 

Dewey looked at him, a bit sheepishly, “I may or may not have accidentally or on purpose drank an 
energy drink instead of a can of a Pep! Or two. Or three!” 


“Great...he’ll be up all night,” Huey said, “How will we sleep?!” 


“Don’t know about you, Hue,” Louie said with another yawn, “but he can perform an entire 
musical in that room, bring in the orchestra and everything, and IlI sleep through it. I’m telling 
you, once I’m snug in that sleeping bag in Webby’s room, I’m out.” 


“T m considering getting some ear plugs for everyone,” Huey said, looking at Dewey who was 
doing flips while singing. 


“the folks are o-o-out, we’re having big fun! Big fun! We’re up till dawn...” 


“Ok, ok,” Donald said, “The folks are very much in the house and don’t even think about the 
liquor cabinet! I’m seriously reconsidering whether that musical was appropriate for you guys!” he 
said, as Dewey stopped mid-spin and fell on his face. 


Louie raised an eyebrow, “Seriously? Next to certain things in that musical, the liquor cabinet is 
what makes you reconsider appropriateness?” 


“Aw, come on Uncle Donald!” Dewey said, laying down, his voice muffled, “that musical had way 
less disturbing or inappropriate stuff than some of the mandatory reads,” He got to his feet, “and 
you know we would never do any of the inappropriate stuff!” 


Donald shook his head, “I know, I know, but you should all be getting to sleep. You are going to be 
out as soon as that energy drink weakens its effect. And you two look ready to pass out.” 


“Ok Uncle Donald!” the three said, Dewey, skipping over to the pile of sleepover stuff, Huey 
getting up to carry the pile of blankets and Louie dragging himself to take his sleeping bag and 
phone from the bed. 


“Need some help?” Donald asked, picking the Webby sleepover stuff box. 


“Thanks,” Huey said, opening the door. “And, just to confirm,” he looked at his brothers, this time 
certain he was speaking for all three, “your decision about adopting May and June, we’re on board 
with it.” 


“Totally!” Dewey agreed, “We might need some time to adjust, but I think we’re already adjusting. 
We’re good at that!” 


“Yeah, adjusting, what they said...” Louie mumbled, “too tired to think, but I feel good about it so 
that’s a good sign.” 


“Thank you, boys,” Donald said, tearing up for who knows which time that evening as Huey and 
Dewey rushed down the hallway, Louie dragging his feet behind them. He closed the door to their 
room, picking up the box, and followed them to Webby’s room. 


They reached the door and, before Huey could even reach the handle, the door opened. 
“Hey, guys!” Webby exclaimed, “We’ve been waiting up on you, everyone is here already!” 


And surely, everyone was there. June was talking to Violet, Lena sat in the corner sipping on juice, 
B.O.Y.D. was reading and May and Gosalyn were practicing darts. 


“Hey, we’ve got more blankets if we want to make a pillow-“ 


“THE BEST SLEEPOVER EVER!” Dewey made a somersault entering the room and landing in 
the most dramatic pose he could take. 


“Dude, that’s Webby’s line,” Lena said from her corner, “What do you feed that kid,” she turned to 
Donald who had just entered the room, “I could use some of that during exams!” 


“That’s just Dewey, being Dewey, I thought you would have that figured out by now. Also, he had 
an energy drink.” Louie said practically dragging himself on the ground to the middle of the room, 
spreading his sleeping bag, “Good night everyone,” he said, barely slipping into it before falling 
asleep. 


Nobody in the room seemed surprised by this except for May and June. 


“How is he able to do that?” June asked, “I mean...I never saw anyone fall asleep that fast.” She 
tilted her head, “Did he have some sleeping pills or something?” 


“Oh, were you trained in a super-secret sleeping technique that allows you to fall asleep in an 
instant?” May wondered, turning away from the darts board. 


Violet shook her head, “That was my first assumption as well. But turns out I was wrong. It seems 
to be his natural ability.” 


“But...how?” June still seemed stunned by the duckling who not only just fell asleep in the second 
but proceeded to do so despite Webby and Dewey excitedly yelling in the background. They would 
certainly keep her awake. 


“That, June, is just Louie being Louie,” Dewey said, moonwalking to her side, “also, he didn’t have 
an energy drink!” 


“Hi uncle Donald,” Webby greeted, taking the box from him. 
“Hey, Webby, can you do me a favour?” he asked. 
“Sure, whatever,” Webby said, taking out a rope and some snacks from the box. 


“Make sure you have a nice, peaceful sleepover, kay? I think we all had enough excitement for the 
day,” he ruffled her hair. “So please, no magical shenanigans, flying around the house, looking for 
ancient treasures, or even exploring hallways. Not this time.” 


“Don’t worry, I think we’re all too tired to do that,” she said, yawning, “we might have some 
regular sleepover activities,” 


“And magical shenanigans are out of the question,” Lena said from the corner, “I’m completely 
magicked out. If I so much as lifted a cup by using magic, I’d probably pass out and stay out for a 
few days.” 


“Flying is also out, I have to recharge as well, Mr. Donald,” B.O.Y.D. lifted his eyes from his book 
and slipped off the chair, “oh, we could make the biggest blanket and pillow fort ever. Can we?” 


“That you can,” Donald said, then he turned to May and June, “are you two settling all right?” 
“Yes !? 
“We are.” May said, “darts are fun, I can’t wait to try actual archery these days!” 


“Tomorrow, or the day after,” Donald said, and May nodded, “And please, don’t stay up too long. 
Good night kids!” 


“Good night uncle Donald,” said Huey, Dewey-who was still dancing, and Webby. 
“Good night Mr. Donald,” Gosalyn, B.O.Y.D., and Violet suggested. 
“Good night Donald,” said Lena, May, and June. 


“Ok party people,” Dewey said, “are we just going to build a fort or are we going with my 
awesome plan,” Donald, who was already leaving the room, worriedly looked over his shoulder, 
“don’t Worry Uncle Donald, I just mean an awesome ultra super karaoke competition!” he 


exclaimed, but there was no excited cheers or any response whatsoever from the others, “Huh, huh, 
come on...someone back me up? Karaoke or just fort?” 


“Fort!” Came a uniform answer from everyone in the room except for May and June. 
“What do you mean a blanket fort?” June asked. 

“And what is kar-eh-oh-ke?’” May wondered. 

Dewey turned to them shocked, “How can you not know those things! ?!?” 
“Um...we didn’t...” May said, seeming insecure all of a sudden. 


“Don’t worry, I didn’t know what those things are either,” B.O.Y.D. said, flashing Dewey an 
annoyed glance. 


“Sorry,” he said, scratching his neck, “I got a bit in over my head.” 


Huey approached the two, “To answer your questions, A blanket fort is a construction commonly 
made using blankets, bed sheets, pillows, and sofa cushions. It is also known as a couch fort, 
pillow fort, or sheet fort.” He said to June and then turned to May, “And karaoke is a type of 
singing activity where people sing along to recorded music. The music is an instrumental version 
of a well-known popular song and lyrics are usually displayed on a video screen.” 


Lena blinked, “Hat, why do you have Quakipedia definitions of the blanket fort and karaoke 
memorized?” 


“For situations like this one,” Huey answered, “Junior woodchuck rule 27, All information might 
be important, you never know when you might need them!” He pointed out. 


Lena rolled her eyes, “But a blanket fort? Just say it’s like an indoor tent you build with blankets 
and sheets and pillows for fun!” 


“That actually makes it clearer,” June smiled, “Sorry Huey, thanks for trying to explain it. But it 
sounds like fun!” her eyes were wide with enthusiasm and, were she less tired, she would be 
bouncing on her feet. 


“No problem, May did you understand the karaoke?” 
“Yeah, you sing but you read the lyrics while you do it? Why not just learn the lyrics?” 


“That’s the whole point,” Dewey said excitedly, “it’s best when you get a song you never heard in 
your life so you have to improvise, do your own twist, be the performer!” he skipped over to 
Webby’s computer, “T I show you!” 


“And that is exactly why I’m not in the mood for karaoke,” Huey pointed out, “like ever, I’m not 
greatest with performing.” 


“T think I like the idea of the blanket fort a bit more too,” May said. “I don’t like the idea of singing 
songs I don’t know. It would be terrible!” 


“But that is the point!” Dewey said, “Being terrible is part per course in karaoke!” 


“I don’t get it,” May looked at him questioningly, “why would you want to be terrible at 
something?” 


“You know what,” Gosalyn cut in, “Karaoke isn’t a thing for tonight. We’re not all high on energy 
drinks!” everyone else, except Dewey, murmured in agreement, “So, it’s decided we’re building a 
pillow fort. I call dibs on hanging the blankets up! I can use arrows to get them to stick to the wall! 
You can try it too, May!” 


“I call dibs on just lounging here while you build the fort around me,” Lena stretched, “Magic 
fatigue is also physical fatigue!” 


“I call dibs on figuring out how to perfectly structure the pillows to get the best effect!” Huey 
exclaimed. 


“Aw come on,” Dewey complained, “Can I at least sing while we make the fort? Please?” 


“Sure, do what you like!” Webby said, “Ok guys, get every blanket, sheet, and pillow you can find, 
Huey, Dewey if you have any more in your room go get them!” she climbed atop of the ladder that 
led to her loft, “June, come catch the stuff I have here.” 


Donald, leaning on the door frame, looked over the scene with a smile on his face. He was proud 
of his kids, all of them. Huey, Dewey. Louie and Webby, who were his kids, now joined by May 
and June. But the rest too, who were also his kids because that’s just how it was with Donald. 


The group seemed to embrace the girls, taking time to explain what to them were obvious things, 
asking them for help, catching their own minor slip-ups. Giving one last glance to the kids-was that 
Gosalyn showing May how to hang up a blanket fort “wall” using a crossbow? He sighed, what 
else was he expected. Suppressing the urge to run over to them and throw the offending item 
through the window he slowly closed the door. This was, after all a Webby Wonderquack (or was 
it Webby Wonderquack-McDuck now?) sleepover. A crossbow being used during one of those was 
probably the most mundane thing that could happen. But he was almost glad. 


Because the kids acted like they always did, boys seemed to get along with May and June, who 
seemed to be overall accepted. They were doing good and he knew that, even with some hurdles, 
everything will end up well. 


His kids were going to be great. 


Chapter End Notes 


The mandatory reading joke was specifically aimed at this one novella I had to read in 
6th grade which was about a poor working-class guy who constantly drinks and bets 
all his incoming away and his family and the book ends up with him drunkenly 
beating up his 5-year-old daughter so badly she died. Yes, the Croatian school system 
can be effed up. 


Honest conversations are something the Duck/McDuck still has to work on, but 
Donald is doing a good job. 


Also while Donald definitely has HIS KIDS, the Duck/McDuck family has a tendency 
to go like "yeah, that kid my kid has been hanging out recently? Yup, my kid as well 
now!" Especially Donald. 


Chapter 3 


Chapter Summary 


Ok so, this is not an ACTUAL chapter. 
I'm just using this place to make some announcments and stuff. 


Ok, so, first of apologies to anyone who may have gotten excited for this chapter only to realize 
there is no story here. 


However, since I've started writing thsese fics, I realized I have enough material and ideas to make 
a series, so a Series it will be. 


So, I'll be real with you-this is just me shamelesly trying to get some new traction for it. I didn't 
want to just randomly post "part 4 of series" out of nowhere, after I suddenly turn the three fics I 
have into part 1, 2 and 3. Probably nothing wrong with doing that, but my brain is weird. 


I know I could've just entered "edit notes" but, yeah, I wanted to get this on the first page again, 
just to give the series some wind. 


More of these characters coming in said part 4, I promise. 


What else to expect? Well, I do have a larger plot planned, no spoilers though, but I will say it 
relates to Gos. Also a lot of character arcs, smaller story arcs, adressing things I wanted to see more 
off in the series and some OCs. 


I'm planning to post the new fic in a few days, and, if you like this story you will enjoy at least one 
subplot of that fic. 


That is it for now, more news on the series when the new fic pops up. 


Again, sorry for the fake alert, I'm still trying to figure this whole fanfcition/AO3 stuff out and this 
is the best way I could've though of to do it. 


I promise from now on, I'll keep stuff like this in notes. 


End Notes 


I really like the idea of Donald and Daisy adopting the girls, but I do think they would be 
staying in Duckburg for a while. 


For the record Donald saying "I'm sure she had her reasons" isn't him in any way excusing 
Heron. He just thinks that "yeah your sort of mum is evil so that's why she said that" is not 
good for a child psyche. May and June will have to face that fact one day, but not right now. 


Also, Webby and Louie had absolutely no problem convincing Scrooge to get the burgers, 
he was feeling the post-adventure, "I just found out I have a daughter" bout of generosity. It 
was Duckworth who was the most displeased, however, he is aware that he can't cook for 
everyone, even with the powers of the occult on his side. So he begrudgingly accepted the 
"sub-par" fast food. 


The first draft to this story also included the Sabrewing dads in the manor and, as they both 
prove prone to stress-baking, they hijack the kitchen and make an ungodly amount of 
brownies and muffins, much to Duckwort's dismay. But I couldn't fit it anywhere so there 
are no Ty and Indy frantically baking. 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


